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she stood for a moment to talk to him about Floris
being so tormented with remorse. She had been
thinking he ought to have a little gaiety to divert
him. ' That's so/ he assented, c his youth must
not be wasted in the shadow of his sense of guilt.5
He said he would think it over and probably he
would discover something.
He read in the paper about the International
Exhibition in Amsterdam, and he asked Floris if
he would like to go with him to see it. They set
off ope morning. In the great building workmen
were hammering and painting and unpacking, but
Werendonk found plenty to look at. After dinner
they examined the model steamboat, and they
loitered along the old market square that had been
erected for amusements, wine-houses and confec-
tioners9 shops, with girls in old-fashioned costumes.
Floris said he must come back here some day soon, it
was probably very gay in the evening. Werendonk
suggested that he should stay on a bit, it was too
tiring for himself, and he gave him money. Floris
arrived home on the last train.
A week later, he went there on a Sunday with
Wijntje. It was crowded and warm. They walked
round Old Holland, behind the bandstand, and
twice they went and drank raisin-brandy at the
Hind's Foot. He talked and laughed a lot, and on
the way home he said that she was right, he must
look on the cheerful side of life. She felt happy